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~NE PLAYED POKER,
THE OTHER DIDN'T

But Old Man Greenhut Drew a
Moral From the Life of Each
of the Twister Twins.

said he wouldn't play 40 more, but o'
course, what he lose, samebody win, an’
Bill was him. Thataway it come as
Beripter says, how the trees growed the
way the saplins was twisted,

“Bill seen how draw poker sure is the
Lord's 'p'inted way o' reformin’ sich no
‘count people as him, an' he done kep'
on with his pa, studyin’ an’ practisin’ an'

Hit 's consid’able of a question,” said

learnin' all th' old man ¢'d learn him, till
he was nigh about the best player in th'

sld man Greenhut, “what kind o' treat- | hull county, so there wa'n't no more twins
ment is best f'r & man what 's got the | into the Twister fambly.

complainta 't troubled Ben Twister,

“There's some gets oured with re-
ligion an’' some gets better {'r havin' five
or six whalin' big biles,
hit him in some p'tio'lar tender spot,
an' there 's & heap on ’em 't don't 'pear
to get no benefit {'m anythin' 't happens
‘em. They gets pizemer an' pizener
f'm day to day till théy just dies f'm
their own meanness,

“I reckon it 'd took more 'n biles to
clean Twister out an' consid'able more 'n
religion to set him on the broad an' narrer
path 't leads to bein' a decent, respect-
able citizen. ' course, there 's al'ays
a chanot o' ourin' of & man like that if
e takes to playin' poker, bein' as draw
poker is reco'nized by everybody what
onderstands it as bein’' the foreordained
instrument o' Providence f'r th' upliftin’
o' pore, fallen hoomanity.

“Stands to reason what a man 't plays

|

p'vidin' they |

“Ben continnered along onto the down-
‘ard path, like he dem'strated doin’' when
he was borned, an' Bill took a sudden
turn, 'long o' havin' seen a gre't white
light an' reelized the 'magin’ good influ-
enoe o' poker onto's man what's nat'rally
depraved.

“There's a good many don't onderstand
how 'tis poker transmogrifies a man so's
't his vices helps dévelop his moral charac-
ter, but sich as them on'y has to study
Bill Twister's c'reer to get sense.

“Bill waa jest nachully mean, like I was
tellin'. He wouldn't never give up a
dime, oncet he had it, an' that helped for
to make him close in playin'. He was
nachully some gifted in the way o' reachin’
out f'r anything he seen, an' that made
him keep tabs on all the chips onto the
table when he played, so 's 't he come to
be a thoroughgoin' player, an' wa'n't
never satisfled 'thouten he win everythin'

draw poker intelligent gets to be broad-  there wasa in sight.

minded enough, 8o 's there ain't no chanst '

“There's a heap o' good players 't falla

o' him bein' mean or ornery; but that 's | short thataway, quittin' the game when

just the trouble with Twister an' them
like him. They 'm &oo low down f'r to

| they 'm some ahead, an' pot takin' no
| ‘oount o' what they mBught win *f they'd

set in an' learn the game, an' o' course | o'y play to a finish,

of Providenoe s reck'nin' on savin' of | “Then there was that natural ondisposi-
‘em at all it 's got to be did some other | tionheh 1, like Ben had, for losin’. Likely
way. Biles an’' roligion 'pears 10 he the  if he'fi™ loa: first off, like Ben did, he'd

on'y two things what's strong enough | 'a' q+d*, too, buthekep’ on,

'r to take a holt o' sich.

“0+*+ he hated to lose, just as bad 's

“There was them 't said what Ben|#in, a. that made himso's 't he wouldn't

Twister must 'a’ be’'n changed at birth, | take no onnecessary chanoes.

'Pears

bein' as his dad was a tol'able gifted ‘l like he was cut out f'r a player, an' them
poker player an’ some prominent citizen  very things what was a hoodoo to Ben,
an’ his marm was a fine, easy goin' lady | bein' as he didn't play poker, was the
what never nagged, no matter what | makin's o' Bill, 'count o' him playin'."

old man Twister done. But Ilen 'pearved
to be'n born crooked. :

Again the old man paused in his speech
and relighting his cigar smoked on in

“Wa'n't mothin' suited him f'm th'|silence while his {riends waited for him to

start. They had to wean hira inside o' a | continue.
victuals not | said:
eottin’ well onto his stomach, an’' he was |

week, ’‘oount o' nat'ral

At length Jake Winterbottom

“That there story o' yourn, Greenhut,

that close by natur’ 't he wouldn't give | ‘'minds me o' the fish line the feller was

‘em up when he oncet got 'em, even if;tryin' to ontangle.

they wa’'n't what he wanted.

He mussed with it
|a spell an' then give ‘it up, sayin' what

*Well, he growed up just like that. he reckoned somebody must 'a’ cut off

Old man Twister couldn’t do nothin’ with | both eends on't, bein' as there wa'n't no
him. Tried to teach him draw poker eend to be found. 'Pears like if you was
when he got big enough, but Pen lose | to finish mebbe we uns 'd sleep better

a pot at the beginnin’, an' he says he | to-night.”

aln't goin’to set in at no game where '

he's liable 'r to lose nothin'.

“Well,” sald old man Greenhut, “th’
| send on't was some diff’rent. Shows how

“When he got married he said how |it don't do for to be too hasty drawin’
the preacher told "em him an’ his wife | conclusions. Shows, too, how there ain't
was one, 80 he wouldn't buy rations on'y  nary fish that swims what ain't liable
f'r one, an’ Mrs, Twister nigh starved to | for to get e't up by some other fish what's
death afore she done left him {'r good, | higger'n him,

like she done in about a month.

“Bein’ as he wa'n't good {'r nothin'
else old man Twister reckoned he'd
make a preacher o' him, an’ he got him a
job into a strugghin’ chu'ch nigh where
they lived, but Ben'd preach f'm the
same text half a dozen times hand
runnin’, an’ when they ast him if he
couldn't find nothin’ elss to preach about
he said he reokoned he could, on'y his
salary wa'n's big enough f'r to make it a
object {'r to go huntin’ through scripter
f'r & new text every week, an’ the elders
says what if he feels thataway about it
they reckoned they wouldn't pay him no
salary at all.

“'Peared like that showed what he
wa'n't to be cured with religion, an’ when
he begin havin’ biles there was some said
mebbe the Lord was givin’ him one more
chanst, but even that didn't do him no
good. They started to poultice him, an
he said he reckoned he wouldn't spend
no money 1'r flaxseed, bein' as he hadn’t
ordered no biles, an’ wa’'n’t be responsi-
ble for nothin’ 't he hadn’t ordered.

“A'ter that, bein’ as there wa'n’t nothin’
more ‘t Providenoe ¢'d do, an' there wa'n't
nobody else 't cared a hoot about him,
there wa'n't nothin' more did, an’' Ben
Twister went f'm bad to wuss, steady,
till to'rds the last, he died.”

Having extracted the whole of this
grewsome tale from his midst and pre-
sonted it in the foregoing fashion to his
amazed listeners, old’ man Greenhut
solected a large black cigar from his pri-
vate box and after carefully lighting it
walked around to his favorite seat by the
window, and placing his feet on the sill
smoked in placid silenoce,

For some moments nothing was said.
I'hen Bassett said: -

“Well, of all the drivellin’, no 'eount,
shif’leas chunks o’rotten talk 4

“Sh!1” interrupted Blaisdell. “Th’ ain’t
no use gettin' th' old man vi'lent. He's
got to be coaxed. Mebbe we ¢'n get him
up to Little Rock afore he turns loose. 1
heerd there was some padded cells into
th' asylum up there.”

“Oh, I don't know,” said Mr. Owen
Pepper. “That there story sounds to me
like it mought mean somepin’ on'y there
~ouldn't nobody tell what. 'Pears like
it don't trump in, nor foller suit, but th’
ain't no tellin.' Mebbe th' old mah ain’t
through yet.”

“Well,” said Jake Wintarhottom na-
tiently, “what’s the answer, Greenhut?
1'll be the goat. Is we expected to laugh
'r fee] sad? Kind o' grope 'round, will
ve, an' see if you o'n find the key?”

“The answer is,” said old man Green-
hut, testily, “as how that there melan-
choly story o' Ben Twister is on'y just
one more proof o' what a wonderful
plan o' salvation there is into the game
o draw poker.”

“We'd oughter git him up there as soon's
wa can,” said Blaisdell anxiously. *He
can't go on thisaway long.”

But Sam Pearsall interposed. “Mebbe
Le thinks he means somepin'. Le's
humor him a spell. What 'd that have
ty do with draw poker, Greenhut? 'Pears
like you said this here Ben Twister didn't
play poker.”

‘No more he did,” replied the old man,
“an' that was the reason o' him not never
giitin’' the hest o' what troubled him,
Pt Bill Twister played.”

They all shook their heads sorrow-
111y at thig, but after another pause the
old man resumed his explanation,

“The way on 't was this,” he said. “Ben
an' Bill was twins an’ they was born just
alout the same time, o' the same father
an' mother,

*Them 't knowed about it at the time
stid therewa'n't nobody ¢'d tell 'em apart,
a7’ that's what made it tough on Bill
for to say 't Ben mought a’ be'n changed
at birth, hein’ as that ‘d make Bill the one
't | was just tellin' about. F !

*\nyways, they growed up together,
lika brothers does, fightin' an’ makin’
upb, an' both on 'em bein' & good deal
Alike, Some said Bill was more so 'n
Ben was, but others said he wa'n’t no more
like Ben 'n Ban was like him, bein’ & hard
thing 1o say o' Bill. They was both
on ‘em as no 'count as anybody could be
il to the time when the old man set out
77 1o teach 'em to play poker.

| was tellin' how Ben lose a pot an

“This here Bill Twister kep' on develop-
in' his nat'ral talents an' improvin’' his
game till he come to be the best poker
player in Pike county, bar none. Just
pachully he growed rich an' respeetable
an' got some of a swelled head.

“Bein’ as he was the best in Pike county,
he reckoned he was the best there was,
an’ he come to be careless about tacklin’
strangers. Then one day a slim, solemn
lookin' galoot rid up to the tavern onto
a mule an’' reckoned he'd stop over f'r a
day, bein' as he was tuckered out,
trav'lin'. Bill Twister seen him that night
settin’ 'round, an’ ‘as’t him if he played
poker. 'Peared he did, so they done
started a freezeout.

“That un on'y took about ten minutes
to play, an' the stranger win it, so Bill
he says he'll double up. They played f'r
a hundred first off, so that made the next
un f'r two hundred, an’ the stranger
he win that.

“Then Twister begin to get mad, seein’
he wa'n’t no good strong hold
bein’ to win, an’ he doubles again, an’
the stranger he wins agaln.

“A'ter that Bill 'peared to lose his head,
an’' he got madder 'n madder, 'n' the
stranger he set just as solemn as ever,
an’ they kep' on doublin’*an’ the stranger
he kep' on winnin’ till the hull 'cumu-
lated wealth ‘t Bill Twister 'd worked
hard for all went into the stranger's
kick. Then Bill Twister he dropped dead
an’ the strangey rid off onto his mule.”

Once more old man Greenhut relighted
the stub of his cigar and resumed his
smoking, while his friends looked at one
another in some amazement. At length
Joe Bassott said:

“That sure is some interestin’ of a story
in spots, but what about it?"

“Shows there ain't no player so good
but what he’s liable for to stack up agin
somebody 't’s better'n him,” said the old
man, and again there was a pause.

“1 reckon there ain't no call to put him
in a padded cell,” said Blaisdell after he
had thought a while, “but mebbe we
mought get him put into a old lady's
home.”

Barrel Organ for Charch Music,

From the Loendon Daily Graphi.

A curiosity in church organs, i8 now in use
at Brightling Church. 1t isa barrel orgen,
which has been in use there since the early
part of the eighteenth century, possessing
ai exceptionally good tone, declared equal
if not superior to that of the average pipe
organ, which it closely resembles from the
point of view of the congregation.

p (;?ngldorktbl&sllll is "i&“vle"tg é&;ﬂl{ it,

r it has six stops, whic anipu-
lated with the left hand, while the right is
turning the handle, and the wind is being
pumped in with the left foot.

There are two rolls of music, each con-
taining twelve tunes, comprising Easter
hayr'inn. and selections suitable for volun-
taries.

The idval of what a de-
lightinl drink showid be—

A Club Cocktail

is the cocktail of the
connoisseur because it is

measure- to exact
CLUB

roportion.
EO&TAIB pever vary.

The y're alweys wiform,
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IDBAS OF BALL FANY

—
QUEER
EY DON'T  KNOW

WHAT THEY
ABOUT THE GAME,

They Get Players’ Names Mixed Up and
Figure Out Some Wonderful Plays
on the Diamend—How Lajole Struck
Out on a Foul Fly—Feelish Questions.

A couple of devoteea of the national
game, one of whom had enthusiasm
greater than his knowledge, were dis-
cussing & play at the Polo Grounds last
summer and in the fulness of their wis-
dom endeavored to tell why shortstops
took some throws from the catcher to
second base and why gecond basemen
took some. -

“Why, that's done according to signal,”
sald one, “The two inflelders under-
stand each other, and it depends a good
deal on what direction the batter is liable
to hit as to which one covers the bag for
the throw,”

“Naw, that ain't the reason,” said the
other in a voice of the profoundest con-
tempt, in tones 8o loud and assertive that
they appeared to overawe the other not-
withstanding the absurd reason they set
forth. *“The two inflelders wait to see
which side of the base the ball is going
on, If it goes to the left the shortstop
takes the throw, and if on the other side
the second baseman takes it.”

Who took the throw when it went
Aquarely over the bag the speaker didn't
explain, but probably that, according to
his view of it,jwas the duty of thecentre
flelder, Anyway, his system would be a
fine way to finish at the tail end,

“There's that Mike Doolin!* exclaimed
& crank one day when Mike Donlin came
to bat. It doesn't seem probable that
anybody laying any claims to crank-
hood at all would make such a mistake
in names, but it really happens, and by
persons who are regular attendants at
games, For these folks the posted cranks
have little tolerance, and if the man who
makea the mistake escapes without a
withering rejoinder from some neighbor
he is mighty lucky.

Giving a player, no matter how noted
he may be, the wromng name is a more
or less prevalent blunder sometimes on
the part of those who know the game well
enough in other respects. There are folks
with whom the faculty of stumbling over
names is nothing less than a gift, and they
never realize why their friends laugh.
Chance for Chase and vice versa is a com-
mon solecism, Chance may not know it,
| but more than once he has played first
| base for the New York Americans A
pretty well known baseball man was per-
turbed one day on the hill—the Detroits
were playing the Highlanders—because
Patsy Donovan was in the box for the
Tigers and he was hard for the home
team to gauge. This man used always
| to refer to Red Donahue, the pitcher, as
| Red Donovan. Tom Jones of the Browns
was Tad Jones with him.

A majority of baseball patrons are, in
the patois of the day, wize to the fine
points of the game and the players, hut
| there is a rather éxtensive amount of mis-
| information nevertheless. Kvidences of
it can be found at games in New York
any day and a share in other cities. In
other cities they are fond of saying that
there is more baseball ignorance in New
York than any other big league habi-
tation. They say that such is bound to
be the case because in New York thare
is a diversity of interesat in things sport-
ing, whereas in the other towns there is
baseball and little else.
| There doubtless are as many persons
| in New York who know baseball as any-
where else, though the proportion may not
be as big. New York too has more tran-
gsients who attend the contests than
other cities, and their oral betrayal of
their lack of knowledge may give New

ranoce which isn't deserved. However, he
| that as it may, it is nuts for some of those
‘who dwell in the other points of the cir-
cuita to point the finger of derision at New
York on all possible occasions and often

on the thinnest of pretexta. The incidents |

I related here no doubt are paralleled in
| other places.

| Several seasons ago an actor man
'strolled into the grand atand of the Polo
Grounds and after surveying the scene
in a bored sort of way asked a man in a
seat behind him: “What teams are play-
ing to-day?" It happened that the man
to whom this thirst for informaton was
directed was an irritable sort of being,
and he replied: “If that question is sin-
sere and not a pose I don't mind telling
you that one of the teams is St. Louis.
You might guess the other.”

Now and then you strike a person who
knows appallingly little about points of
the game and who is inclined to be pig-
headed about it. The Clevelands were
playing the New Yorks at American
League Park last spring and Lajoie was
at the bat. Two foul strikes were made
‘by Larry and then he fouled out to left

fleld. The next time Lajoie came to the
bat the pigheaded person remarked so that
all within twenty-five feet of him might
hear: “Lajoie struck out before, but I bet
he don't do it again,” a comment in which
the facts were as distorted as the gram-
mar.

“He didn't strike out before,” was the
mild correction offered by one sitting
near. “Ile fouled out.”

“Well, a foul'sa strike, ain't it?* was the
comeback.

“Not that kind of a foul.”

“What difference does it make what
kind of a foul it was? A foul's a strike,
and he went out on a foul. Therefore he
struck out.”

Now what answer could a volunteer in
the cause of spreading baseball enlighten-
| ment say in response to such a fatuous
| argument as that?

he  genus knocker, who for a while
was wont to voioe his blatant disapproval
of everything done at American ue
Psr:a‘x;ogo'nng .?-"nﬁnd? d

n ai n [

go:b first visit there uppmt'lry‘:n 'Thti:ni(:
a hell of a grounds. A man can't make a
home run on this fleld.” If there is one
ground on which a batter can make a
clean home run without the aid of a con-
venient stand or fence it is American
League Park.
|  Chase was at the bat in a game and Cy
| Young was pitching. The old fellow was
{ whipping the ball through so fast it
! wasn't bigger than a buckshot, and Chase
| stepped back from one that whistled over
the inside and near his head, The ball
tipped his bat and fouled off. “Chase's

|
|
|

the layer, all right,” said a spec-
utoﬁ‘opl tryin' to get hit so's hepoan
“5%1‘.‘:"“?" to get hit! Bei
try get oun;

and hedth(. e looked sweet ?g Ehuo‘
Had that pitched ball hit him on the head
there was a fair chanoce that he would
have heard the sound of angels’ winﬁ..
He wasn't 8o foolhardy as to put his
head in the way of such speed.

Blair, the local American League
oatcher, was applauded vigorously once
for a throw to seocond which got
there some twenty feet ahead of the
runner. This was an_instanoe of a orank
not being able to follow the game very
olosely, It happened that there were
two out when the runner started to Igo
down and that the batter struok out.
Blair simply flung the ball down the
line as catchers do on the last out, ‘the

|

runner slowing 'up as soon as he saw
that the batter had fanned.

“Great catoh!” yelled another orank in
a game in whioh Gessler of the Bostons
retired Willie Keeler on a short fly. The
catoh was easy enough er was

ln‘lng in and scarcely had to _move.
f there was any praise t\omlnﬂtoﬂeulor
it was for his judgment in playing for
Keeler, not for the cato he admir-
lnﬂ crank couldn’t go into it that deeply.
His was a superfloial view,

The New York Natlonals were play-
ln%: game in which Needham had gone
to bat for a pitoher who had been taken
out. Later in the game Bresnahan was
hurt and had to retire .

“What'll MeGraw do for a ocatcher
now?" asked a woman.

“Needham’ll go back in the game
again,” she was informed, and not by
another woman either, but by a man, &
real otherwise rational man, Yetthereare
infants in arms who know that a player
onoce taken out of a game lsn’t allowed to
get back in it.

“Wild pitch! Wild pitch! Whoopee, Chick
but you're up in the air to-day!” shouted
a crank gleefully at Chiok Fraser every
time Fraser failed to get a ball over the

late. Every ball was a wild pitch with
hat learned orank. He was an out and
out “bug,” but didn't know the difference
between a ball and a wild pitch.

Neal Ball, the Highlanders' shortstop,
made a hit every time he came to bat in a
midsummer game, according to one en-
thusxiast; but the hit column the next day
failod to show anything but a zero op-

osite Ball's name. True, Ball had hit
f‘ho ball every time up, but he also had
been thrown out at first each time. Simply
because he had been thrown out at first
each time the socorers, novices that they
were, had not given him any hits.

There is a vast deal that a‘?eoutorl
don't know about scoring. Mike Donlin
once drove a liner at Bob Ewing of the
Cincinnatis that all but took Ewing's
hand off. Hulswitt, the shortstop, made
a splendid try for the ball, but Donlin
reached first’ in safety. Thore wasn't
one chance in a hundred of his being put
out on the vicious smash, The play was
commented on by two experts:

“Was that an error for Ewing or for
Hulswitt?”

“An error for both of them,” was the
gapient verdiot of the other and made in
lall seriousness., He was one of those
benighted individuals who might go tp,
ball games a thousand years and never
learn that everything isn’t an error olmplr
because some flelder touches the ball.
| Yot that medimval impression is by no
| means uncommon.

" The New Yorks lost a game one day
| and their defeat was accounted for by a
| apectator wending his way ont through
the gate to the faot that “their practice
 had f:‘en 80 fast they couldn't hit." An-

|

| other rooter at another game saw hope
I in an im ible play. The visiting team

at the n on
| bases and nobody out. “Oh, never mind,” |

AIZIE'S SALON
PROVES A FAILURE

And Ike anbnk.Provu That
He Is Anything but a
Gentleman.

When George came in Maizie was deep
in the Chambermaid's Own Journal.
(George was not in his accustomed spirits,
having failed to connect with any moneyed
friends to furnish them.

“What's the matter?” said Maizie. “Has
Bingham closed up the ginmills along
with the picture shows? If you was any
kind of a man you'd stay around the house
and not allow your wife to be insulted.
The milkman came a while ago and said
if 1 cut out cigarettes I might be able !
to pay the milk bill; and the butohor!
hammered on the door for half an hour‘I
this morning, and cussed so you could |
hear him all over the house. I certainly |
was a mutt for marrying you.”

(eorge muttered something about turn-
ing over a new leaf. |

“Turn over a new leaf!” snorted Maizie. |
“What you want to turn over is some coin |
to pay the bills we owe around here. If,
my old man had the bank roll yours has
I'd make him come acrosa if I had tol
stick him up with a gun. I dassn't go,
out in the daytime for fear some of tho!
hicks we owe'll bawl me out.” \

George tried to soothe his irate spouse
by putting forth vague projeotsfor aoc- |
quiring wealth, but this only served to|
increase her irritation.

“Don't try to hand me any salve, George; |
if the leaves on the trees was dollar blllnl
you wouldn't have sense enough to shake
‘em off, I've got one more scheme to get I
the money, and if this don't go through '
you and me'll do a drifting apart specialty. |
I'm going to open a salon.” |

“ I ought to make a good bartender
with the experience I've had,” said George,
“but 1 don't see how you could start n'
saloon without any capital.”

*“If you ever went thrcugh college,” |
retorted Mazie, “it must have been late!
at night, when everybody was asleep. |
I don't mean a booze camp; this isa S-A-

L-0-N. Did you ever hear of one? No?.
and you don't know who Madam de Staly

was either? Certainly not! Well, this
month's Journal 'l] tell you all about it; |

olo Grounds had three men on {but you wouldn't read anything, unless net.”

it was the label on a bottle. |

| tissue

he then looked at his watoh disoov-

ered that it was nearly 1 0

burnt two year ago last fall. You gen
keep on playin’, and I'll light out for my
tavern, Just give me of
your place, Mr. Magivern, 1
around to-morrow and see you all.”
ted Mr. Magivern's
assisted 'I:
Kolmnou r. Mﬁ%’

rushed some cigar ashes from Goora‘l
vest, after which he faded !nto the stilly
nlfht. having bade everybody a cheer-
ful farewell.

“Chorge, dot friend of yours is a comi-
cal fellér,” said Mr. S8hultz,

“He's no friend of mine,” said George.
“I never saw him before to-night; I guess
ho'su a mend‘ of M vorjn'oé"b.f

“He came (n my us o arge
oame in,” said ﬁulvom. 'Wr:& gc
started down the strate with us I t'ought
he was a frind of Wise's. But 'tis no
great matther annyhow, for he lift sixty
good round dollars with us.”

The game languished after the de-
parture of Busen and Mr. Wise
who was about thirty dollars ahead, said
he was so sleepy that he could hardly
keep his eyes open. reached
in his pocket to consult his watch he
suddenly became wide awzke.

“My vatch is gonel” he shrieked.

“Wow! Wow! The Jew man's been
touched,” sald Magivern,

“Vell, you needn't laugh,” said Mr.
Wise vindictively, “I don't see no watch
chain on you neither.”

t was too true; Magivern's timepiece
had also vanished.
but youse fellers is marks,” said
Mr. ultz.” “I'm awful glad I didn't
set next to dot Busenbarks man. Chust
cash me in a feefty dollars worth, Chorge,
und keep the seventy-fife cents.

George was horrified to find a roll of

in place of the nbacks
which had been entrusted to him, In the
oentre of the paper was a card which read:
“Dear George: According to Hoyle, the
bankroll should always be kept in a safe.
Much obliged for the same. From your
friend Busenbark.”

“Chee,” said Mr. Shults, *if dot town of
Chiokchinny was to move to New York
they'd have to Yut anchors on the Flat-
iron Building. I'm going home before
1 lose my shoes.”

“I don't wish annybody anny har-rd
luck,” observed Magivern, “but I wish
there werea dinnymite boom inme watch.”

The gentlemen dispersed quietly, if
somewhat sadly, and left George and
Maizie alone amid the débris.

“George,” said Maizie, “did you ever
hear about the yellow clarionet? Waell,
in the show business we think a yellow
clarionet’'s a Jonah., Seema to me,
George, from the way things is breaking,
that either you or me is a yellow clario-

HER RIVAL,

| much in earnest about anything
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CASE OF AUTOPHOBIA CURED

THE FAT MAN TELLS THE SYMP-
TOMS AND THE REMEDY.

Effects an Aute Had on Him Before (i)
Owned a Car and Effects Pedestrians
Have on Him Now-—Just Human

Natare, That's His Conclusion,
The fat man at the automobile show

chuokied softly. :
he explained, “how

*Just thinking,”
human we are. Frinstance: Up to about
threefmonths ago y'ought to've heard me
emit roaring noises out of my head about
the outrageousness of automobiles and
automobile drivers and things. Yessirree,
I sure was of the opinion that automobiles
were just as liable as not to be the ruin of
thie fair land of our§.

*I made a lot of noise on this subjeot,
I sure did. 1 was about the busiest little
noisemaker of the entire Ag'in Automo-
bile Association. I just pawed the
ground like a bull moose at horn shedding
time every time I got.on the subjeot of
automobiles.

“‘Life,’ 1 used to bellow hoarsely—'life,
human life, no longer issafe on the streets
of this dadbinged automobile owned
town. Those contraptions of the devil
called automobiles are imperilling the
lives of our wives and our children and our
own lives—and that's what!

“‘The drivers of the doggoned things
have no regard for human life. They like
to kill. They are in love with slaughter.
They gloat over the destruction of the
young, the weak, the old.

“They mpw us down with ruthless
hilarity beneath the wheels of their
Juggernaut cars, and we have no redress.
They spout at us with their impudent
horns, and if we don't get a criok in the
baok and a stitch in the kidneys hopping
out of the way, why, we're ground into
fertilizer, and we've no remedy.

“‘Not only has it become dangerous
in the extreme for one to walk on the
streets but the streets themsolves are
permeated with the vilest imaginable
stenches from the fuel employed to propel
these devilish motor cars. Wherefore a
stern law of repression is needed through-
out the land.’

“Yep, that was me up to 'bout three
months ago,” went on the fat man, con-
tinuing to chuckle. “I was neyer so
my
life either. Every time I saw an auto-

)}e‘un‘v‘ o'in‘t. 't:ut f;\llon nt]tha b‘:‘(}ip?, *This De Stall woman was one smart
dub. e'll make a double play.” iich | v e o "
| after all was what dicd happen  In hav- dame; anything shé pulled off was cov

|ing the batter make a double play the | €red up 8o that nobody got wise to her,

|and that's the reason they namel her De

e il | mobile I'd sort o' foam at the mouph u@

A Conversation by Telephone and Wire's | give other autophobio symptoms.
Comments on It. | “Why, 1d stand right in the middle
' of the street and shake my fist at hurry-

Yorkers a reputation for baseball igno- |

as he went |

rooter took a backhanded way of express-
| ing it, but the result was the same, i

On one oocasion an onlooker was moved |
' to refer slightingly to n certain pitcher's
ability because that pitcher didn't take
'any ewing. Ae there was a runner on
! firat base there were others who were dis-
posed to make light of the glaring over-
sight on the part of the pitcher. Harry
\MeCormick of the Giantsa was criticis »l
{or being a “slow runner.” As a matter
of fact McCormick is vory fast }

Herzog startad to steal in from third
one day with Donlin at the bat The e
were two out at the time.
sigehed ball and was thrown out at first |
Ly Phil Lewis. A portion of the crowd
didn* know whether Herzog's run counted
or not and kept their eyes glued on the
bufletin board hopefully. In their bliss-
fu) inability to reason the matter out for
themselves it was not until the bulletin
board announced the fact that they
learned the run didn’t count.

There was more exquse, however, for
that man than for another who got tangled
up over the possibilities of an extra inning
game. It was between the New Yorks
and Pittaburgs and
ninth inning, with the score, of course, a
tie
in the first half of the fifteenth inuing this
| knowing person exclaimed: “It's all over,
The New Yorks'll get two runs and win the
game right here!”

HE'S THE DOG FOR AN ORATOR.

Plight of & \'oml;,\vi;n_ Whoese Roommate
Is a Public Speaker.

“We hear,” said the young man, “about

their trying new plays on the dog. Well,

I'm not exactly a public audience, but

still, just the same, I'm the dog for an| 4,y he announced that he had been suoc- |

| orator, my room mate.

“He's an ambitious young man, wants
| to be & publio speaker, belongs to about
fourteen different clubs and societies
and he makes after dinner speeches and
he tries thoss speeches on me. If you
should happen to see him at some dinner
that you go to rising with seeming diffi-
dence and hear him saying modestiy:

«'Mr. Chairman and Ladies and Gentle-
men: 1 had scarcely expected to be called
upon this evening—'

“Why, don't you believe him. He had
hoped and expected that he would be called
on and that speech that he now proceeds
|to deliver he had carefully prepared and
| rehearsed and tried on me.

*1 supposa if he roomed alone he would
make his speeches to his chair, his bed or
his chiffonier, but as it is he makes them
tome. I come up to the room some night
after dinner and sit down and try to read
| the paper with him there poring over some-

thing on the desk, and then the first thing
}l know just as I've got all locked up in

what I'm reading I hear him speaking, and ‘

’ I ses he's making me the dog again.

| *‘Mis—tah Chair—man,' he says, fasten-
ing his eye upon me with great seriousness,
‘tollowing, as 1 do, the illustrious speakers

‘ who have aiready addressed you, it would
scarcely be becoming in me to address
you at great length, but—'

“And then he goes ahead and talks and
talks, and what can 1do? 1 can’t choke
| him off; he's a nice chap and he's got this
[ bug. He's all wrapped uy init, and I can’t

throw him down, can I? I can't tell him
to go down cellar or up on the roof. He
wants some living being to talk to for his
own onoourafemem and so he makes me
the dog and I stand for it.

“He goes at me with the most solemn
earnesatness, and if he raises a laugh
out of me or makes me interested and
serious, why, then he’s more tickled than

for he thinks he's got 'em
cinche

“I'm the dog in that way about
three nights in week, the rest Leing
the nights when he's out speaking. He
heaves stories at me and jokes and senti-
ments, and he's 8o earnest about it that
I have to sitand listen. I find him sitting
at his desk poring over things, and then
I hear his chair slide back, I h{adown
my paper and face him and then be rises
and begins:

*“‘La—dies and gen—tlemen! As I look
around me on this auspicious occasion
there come (% me the words of the
poet—-' and then he goes ahead and re-
cites the poetry. <

“Or msghu this night he starts his
speech with a story, or a joke, all de-
pending, of oourse, on where he's ‘foln;
to speak; but whatever it is he always
tries it first on me; and then he sooots for

. | the dinner.

“I've been to hear him myself once
or twice, and do you know he does
vor{ well? Yes, sir, very well; and 1
couldn’t help foelln; a sort of proprietgry
pride in him and in his lpeooﬂ. And
when he brings down the house, which
1 am bound to say he does, I cheer with
the rest of them, nobody more heartily,
and I'm interested more than ever in see-

ln' him get on
8till, do you know, if 1 was going to
get another roommate I think I should

try to get one who was not a_public
8] er. I think so, for much as I enjoy
it now I don't think I'd like to keep on
always being dog for an orator.”

| Stall.

went far past the

She lived in Paris and tae gang
came around every night to chew the rag
and play a little draw. They called her |
joint a salon, and the rakeoff was fine
till some bull named Napoleon wanted
her to split with him. She wouldn't, and |
he closed up the place, |

“That Paris ain't much of a town. 1
plaved it once with ‘Peck’'s Bad Boy':
we had one o' them little yellow headed |
sonbrettes doing the hoy, and the opera

Donlin hit the ), ke manager took her out to see the

distillery. When she came back she was
yelling so them Kentuckians thought a
feud had broke loose. I had to play her
part that night, and her wardrobe was so

tight I near choked to death.
“If that De Stall could live off a game

in a burg like Paris we certainly ought 4

to get a few dimes out of the kitty. Al

the gambling houses is closed and you |

ought to know some fellows that like to
play cards. Iain't much stuck on being
Queen of Monte Carlo, but we've got to

When the Pirates had been retited | |ive gome way till somebody splashes a

prosperity wave around here. So to-
morrow it's up to you to dig up some
blinded followers of chance,
Wheelcox calls 'am.”

Gieorge was inclined to rebel at his
| assigrunent, but Maizie very tartly iu-
formed him that he might congider him-
| self engage | for the leading role in “Alone
| in New York™ unless he complied with
her request promptly

When George returned fér lunch next

|

:('eosful in making up a
evening to start the salon.
Maizie had nos been idle and had pur-
| chased three packs of cards, several hun-
|dred chips, a case of beer and the ma-
| terials for a lunch, She had also bhacked
a hole in the kitchen® table and tacked
| a pocket of George's best trousers beneath
it to answer for a kitty.

George went out after dinner to meet
the devotees of the blind goddess and
guide them to his abode, while Maizie
| prepared sandwiches,
| The party arrived shortly after 10 and
| was composed of four gentlemen besides
George. Mr. Magivern, who seemed the
most important of the quart€t, owned
a thirst emporium much frequented by
George; he was a stout man with wattles
like a turkey and a tendency toward the
ornate in his apparel. Mr. Shultz was
likewise portly, and ran a restaurant
next door to Magivern's. The third gen-
tleman was Mr. Wise, who did not belie
| his name. His pawnbroking establish-
ment adjoined Mr. Shultz's restaurant,
Mr. Wise had a great variety of unre-
deemed pledges bestowed carelessly about
his person that jingled merrily.

George presented the three gentlemen
| to Maizie, and as he was not acquainted
with the fourth man that worthy oblig-
ingly introduced himself as lke Busen-
bark of Shickghinny, Pa. Mr. Busen-
bark was simtvla and unaffected in manner
and rather backwoodsy in his dress; in
fact, he bore a striking resemblance to
Hi Holler of *'Way Down East” fame.

party for that
L

bark.
York skyscratchers, but I never had no
jdee what they was like till this week.
Why, they're most as tall as the moun-
tains down where I come from. I've
been stuck in Shickshinny nigh onto
thirty-al;ihz years, and now I'm going
to see K
We found coal down in the pasture lot,
and now I've got so much money I'm
nigh humpbacked carrying it around,®
ere Mr. Busenbark produced a huge
wallet secured with many yards of twine.
He proceaded to unwind the fastenin
and displayed to the company a thic
package of yellowbacks. The gentle-
men cautioned him on this reckless dis-
Flny. but Mr. Busenbark said he felt per-
ectly safe, as he was among friends.

Maizie pressed refreshments on the
party. Mr. Busenbark exhibited a pro-
digious capacity for beer and sandwiches,
and it proved impossible to drag him away
from the banquet until the edibles were
consumed. He then took his place at
the card table and exi)lnlnod that while
he was an expert at old maid and cassino,
his knowledge of poker was rather h A
He further asserted that he was perfectly
willing to pay for his tuition,

George gave each gentleman twenty
dollars worth of checks and bestowed
the money carefully in his vest pocket.
Maizie seated herself where she ocould
see that the kitty was getting all it was
entitled to, and the gameé was on,

Mr. Busenbark proved to be one ocon-
tinuous jag of joy as a mk.er player. He
stood half a dozen ral on a of
tens and laid four aces in a big jackpot
without making a bet. His opponents
tried to explain the points of the game,
but Mr. Busenbark lared that he had
oome to New York to have a good time;
that he was havinﬁ a good time, an
that nothing gave him so much pleasure
as to distribute -money among friends.
Mr. Busenbark continued to play with
abandon until he¢ “- ' lost sixty dollars;

as Ella |

“Well, by tunket,” observed Mr. Busen- |
“I heard tell o' these here New |

| BOome
'are you?"

| He hung his head. He looked like a
| man nailed with the merchandise.

e in this here gay metrolopus. |

When this man's wife reached his office |
the other day on a little visit associated |
with domestic finance he had just been
called up on the phone.

“Ha!" said the wife, she being a jealous
person. “Somse creature is calling him up!”

5o she remained out of view in the ante- |
room. !

“Hello!" said the husband at the phone. |
“Who's that you say? Oh, it's you, eh, |
Jack? H'w'are you, pal. Anything com- |
ing off?”

(“It's that horrid, dissipated, flirta- |
tious Jack Hotelip telking to him,” said |
the wife to herself. “I always did suspeot. |
that man.”) . |

“Huh? Say, is that 80?” said her husband '
through the transmitter. “Mighty glad |
to hear that. Say, where did you trap |
er, anyhow ?" ‘
(“Her!" sniffed the jealous wife. 'Oh.‘
[ knew there’d be some devilment in the |
wind with that Hotclip man calling him:

“Well, b'jing, I sure am glad you've
nailed her, matey,” went on the husband
at the phone. “Say. is she a sure-enough |

looker?"
(*Well, just hear that!" seid the wife |
to herself. “Looker!”) {

“Honest-Injun thoroughbred, too, you
say?" continued her husband at the
phone. “Well, me for her, then.
want to look her over. What's that?
A raging beauty, is she? Well, I guess
that's poor. That's the kind I'm hunting
for.”

(*Oh, such hideous deceitfulness!™
panted the wife in the anteroom.)

" “Y'know I'm pretty tired of having
|these imitation mutts flashed on me,”
[ the man at the phone went on confiden-
tially, “I want nothing but the real
bang up thing, I'm willing to cough
‘up anything within reason too to get
| the real thing, as I told you.”

| (“The traitor!” hissed the man's wife,
i trembling with rage.)

| “Say, you got her there with you now,
|old man? What's that? Oh, you have,
{hey? Curled up in your lap right now,
|eh? Good! But you want to remember
| that she's as good as mine, old boy."”

[ (“Curled up in his lap—horrible!" gasped
| the jealous wife.)

| *Look here,” went on the unsuspect-
{ing husband at the phone, “can't you
| fatch her down here right away and let
| me look her over? Let's see, it's pretty
| near lunch time and I'm sort of expect-
ling my wife down pretty soon, and of
course I don't want my wife to see her,
see? But you just trot her down here
| now and I'll have a peek and then we can
fix it. What's that? You'll be over in
five minutes? All right, old boy. I'll
be waiting.”

Whereupon he hung up the receiver
and turned to be confronted by his white
faced and wrathful spouse,

Naturally he looked surprised. Just

| as naturally she took his surprised look

as a sure thing indication of guilt.

“So, sir,” she opened up, “you are
going to have that Jack Hotolip bring
wretched tawdry oreature here,

“Oh, 1 heard every single, lomary
word you said in the phone, 80 you neadn’t
deny it,” his wife went on breathlessly.
“How dare you carry on in such a manner
right here in your office? Have Iou no
pride or self-respect? What do you
mean by professing to I-l-love m-m-me,

e g into tea
e was re ng in ™,
and of course u’?ﬂé to w:m of her
to comfort her and square himse'f.

“Don't yon d-d to t-t-touch
Ayt
- v-v-very - of "
a;htmlnd.. you scandalous, M&“ux

-thin,

'Butﬂook a-here, my dear ® he began,
“you're all dead wrong you know. Lemme
set vou right, for Heaven's sake—-"

“Wron she exclaimed an .
"D‘d-dldf\'t

I hear your vary wo
that horrid brute cn one
he g-g-going to fetch some m-m-miserable
gage down here and—"
ust at that instant, however, John Hot-

arrived at the offioe with the miser-
gage. He was the
gage in his a: and he de-
her in the guilty hus! 's arms,
where she promptly cuddled up and looked

content.
“Here, my dear,” said the hunbusg
his wife, 'h’tho young female indivi us
about w| I was nlkln, with Jack
on the phone. I've had Jack on the
o o a T enough bc a5t thia,
an n

orackajack for me. I vu‘aod her for &
presen surprise present—for you,
you know.”

He handed the dainty little J.
spaniel gver to anutc’,nd ltm
wn&ogookguilty.

cli

.

“

1 sure |

? Isn't|get

mis- | are

ing automobilea and their drivers, and -

the laughter of the drivers in these cir-
cumstances never failed to intensify my
maniacal fury.

“Yep. and I wrote a hull heap of letters
to the newspapers about the deadliness of
automobiles in this man's town, and when
by some accident one of these letters
happened to be printed why, 1 went
around and-exhibited it to everybody 1
knew in order to let them see the high
ground I had taken with reference to
this, the worst evil of medern times,

"Ke-eh.

“But—-

“Well, about three months ago I nailed
a sure enough bargain, that's what I
did. Friend o' mine who'd got himself
into a hole by toying with the market
had to part with his automobile instanter
for cash on the nail and I got that car
of hisn for little or no money.

“Dange fing/machine too.

“Well, well, well!
“Y'ought to hear me oconverse now

when 1 get good and warmed up on the,

subject of the relationship of automobiles
and their drivers to the non-automobiling
part of the public,

“Way | view the matter now there
never was such a pack of blind, thiok
headed lazy pinheads of estrians
on the globe as those who walk the streets
| of this man’s town.
| " “Trouble with 'em is that they're too
doggy in the mnniermgot out of the way
of motor cars, They don't own machines
themselves; consequently they hate with
a vitriolio hatred everybody that does
own a car. It's a mean, ornery, con-
temptible kind of envy and jealousy
on ti of people who don't own motor
cars themselves. That's what it is and
nothing else

“Why, they giare at the owners and
drivers of automobiles as if such folks
were public enemies' I've even seen
some of ‘em 8o far gone in unworthy cnthy
that they would actually shake r
fists at passing automobiles and their

drivers. .

“Positively they have so little appre-
olation of tf{ia. the greatest invention of
the age, that they actually eniff and turn
up thoiri noses w)lm)?{\ tlt\av S0 a man or
woman in automobile attire

“Worse than all that, thev absolutely
don't know how to walk: There ought
to be a lot of night schools in this town
t|: mt; this clumsy, bone h popu«

tion how to cross a street.

“I'm beginning to believe that they
actuall u—¥’ to get themselves run down
and killed by automobiles. They slouch
across a street, right smack dab im the
path of an automobile at a snail's pace,
and even when they %ear the w
horn they merely look up Stupidly
continue at thelr dragging gait.

“This is simply on their part a combi-
ration of nmdeYty and anon. What-
ever it is, I for one am getting tired of it

and I am going to give some of them a free
shove doﬁ l’ they try to pull that de-
flant on me, that's what.

‘Bh‘:’it all! They ap to be too
thick witted to ,comprehend the fact
that owners of ‘automobiles have got
rights just as well as pedestrians, and
these righta of motorists are going to be
pnaintained, b'foo.. :

e G et o the yets
to kee trians of
entirel o,;oopt at oertain hours of the
riana would

day. be allowed to
L‘u{k—but always at a b gait—to
and from their work, but the streets
should be entirely cleared of all walkers
between these hours when folks are on
‘”3%.'.':5 - .t::e'lm;fn 'Slr:ﬁ; have heen
van wi

overstated, anyhow, and folks
not be allowed to mooch along at a
ﬁtdnz in tha w‘g

cars and Interfering wish

oars if"

to.
“Nor should children ever be allowed
on the streets at all. They should be
foroed to play in the alleys and in the

'ln.um' uch as shopping women are &
positive nuisance and a menace to
motorists, t should be required by

law to do their sho telephore,
Ol: and ?nﬂrm pgoph:’? tguuo should

never be allowed to set foot on the streets.

have done all of the foolish walking

they're entitled to do by the time they
to be old and infirm.

“Moreover street cars should be re-
quired by law to pull up at all crossings
in orderwmrmuohbemofm
mobiles. motormen of street cars
the most impudent scoun
. Quite often they resolutely
to pull up for the of auto-
and the drivers of the motor
cars have often to pull their machines to a
full stop, which is unnecessary and out-

&’o time for us owners of motor cars

Q:g&borloru:h:&urpo.of

of

vast!
shou

earth
oline
mobiles,

..M;l‘heu folks who walk want
earth it's time their impudent
aspirations should bo trimmed.

's me, now 'oughttoh‘r&
when 1 get and warmed u&‘on
theme,” uded the chuckling fat man.
L‘.Iml. all of us, ain't we?*
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